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OR YOUTHS GAZETTE. 


“THE ROSE IS FAIREST WHEN ’TIS BUDDING NEW.” Scott. 
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THE 
May Day Wreath, 
OR THE 

DISGRACE OF VANITY. 

Elvira Allen, a girl of ex- 
treme beauty, was receiving 
her education at a Boarding 
School, where every possible 
attention waspaid to her mor- 
al and religious, as well as 
intellectual habits. She was 
intelligent and studious, but 
nothing could conquer her 
devotion to her own personal 
attractions. The good sense 
of her teachers had assisted, 
in part, to correct this fault of 
her character, but like all 
efforts that are not founded 
on religious principle, _ it 
sprang up at the spell of 
temptation. 

A May Day celebration 
was to take place, and the 





day arrived, and a Queen 
was to be chosen.—Who 
should it be ? 

“Jt must be Ellen,” said 
one. “How amiable and 
generous she is! Do you 
remember her assisting that 
old negro woman, we met 
on the toad, yesterday, and 
giving her all her cake while 
we ate curs ” 

“Ah! but Jane must be 
Queen,” said Susan Harrison. 
She is so lively, that she will 
amuse us every moment, 
while she is on her throne. 
And then she looks so grave 
all the time, and prims up 
her mouth, while we are 
orning with laughter. Oh! 

should love sucha funny 
Queen.” 

“TI know she is very 
droll,” said another, ‘*but she 
is not a perfect scholar. Now 
Elizabeth Glen never misses 
alesson. She ought to be 
Queen.” 

“Oh” Elizabeth 
grave,” said ene. 


is too 
“J like 





ful, and trying to make oth- 
ers happy.” 

The argument ran quite 
high, as each contended for 
her favorite, until Alice 
Matthewes clapped © her 
hands, and exclaimed, “1 
know who will bea splendid 
Queen,—Elvira! She drer- 
ses so elegantly |! How su- 
perbly she will look sitting 
on her grassy throne, witha 
wreath ori her white fore- 
head. The children, like 
men, were fascinated by ap 
pearances, and Elvira was 
proclaimed Queen, by accla- 
mation. She retired to her 
toilette, and the girls, after a 
little consultation, flocked to 
their teacher. 

“Do, if you please, Mrs. 
Warren,” cried they, “loan 
us the wreath we saw in 

our drawer the other day. 


e wish to — Elvira 
with a beautiful crown.” 
The consent was readily 
given. They rushed to the 
drawer, but the flowers were 
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not there. They looked 
with disappointment at each 
other, and returned to Mrs. 
Warren, with exclamations 
of regret. An anxious search 
was made, but unsuccess- 
fully. The girls, preceded 
by their amiable Teacher, 
hastened to Elvira’s room, to 
inform her of their intention, 
and its failure, and consult 
on a substitute for her May 
Day Crown. They entered, 
and found Elvira, resplen- 
dent in conscious beauty. 
Her eyes had the colour of 
Heaven, and its brightness. 
Her form was graceful as 
the fringe tree, and her 
dress, arranged with a view 
to contrast and effect, was 
rich as the Catalpa blossoin. 
And what was that mantling 





glow upon her cheeks, deep 
as the last look the sun casts 
upon anevening sky ? Envy 
her not, ye lovers of personal 
beauty,—-that glow was 
guilt ;—for, twined among 
the ringlets of her glossy 
hair, was the wreath sought 
for by her young compan- 
ions. 

The withering truth fell 
at the same moment on eve- 
rymind. There was a long 
and agitated pause. At 
length Mrs. Warren with a 
cold stern vojce addressed 
her. 

“Elvira, that wreath was 
to have been yours. Your 
playmates, proud of your 
charms, thought that inno- 
cent flowers would grace 
your brow. My heart is 
sick, Elvira; sick and sor- 
rowful.” A large tear slow- 
ly rolled over her cheek as | 








she spoke, and the girls sob- 
bed aloud. “Keep the 
wreath, unhappy child,” she 
continued, as Eivira tore it 
from her hair, “it may be a 
warning to you.—Retire.” 








For my Youngest : 
Readers. 


What lit-tle girl is this 
who will not get up in 
the morn-ing and dress 
when her ma-ma_ bids 
her? Isit An-na? No. 
Isit Su-san? No. Is 
it Cath-er-me? No. 
An-na, and Su-san, and 
Cath-er-ine, have all ris- 
en, and their ma-ma has 
wash-ed their fa-ces, and 
comb-ed their hair, and 
they have said their 
pray-ers, and thank-ed 
God for such a qui-et 
night. 
lit-tle girlbe? Ido not 
wish to tell you, be- 
cause next Sa-tur-day 
when a-noth-er Rose 
Bup comes, she means 
to be dres-sed ve-ry ear- 
ly, and be a sweet child. 
Tell me the col-or of the 
lit-tle girls eyes, who 
will not get up when 
her ma-ma_ bids her. 
Are they blue? Are 
they grey? Are they 














Who can the! 





nm ad 
black? No, I can-not 
tell you the col-or of the 
lit-tle girs eyes. JI am 
a-sham-ed. Does shé 
look cross, or does she 
smile? She means to 
smile, and when her ma- 
ma dres-ses her, she 
means to say, “ Thank 
you, ma-ma, for ma-king 
your lit-tle daugh-ter 
neat and clean.” 





‘CHARLESTON: 
Saturday,October 13, 18352. 
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The Editor of the Rost 
Bun wishes it to be distinct- 
ly understood, that all arti- 
cles under the head of Com- 
munications are such,with the 
exception of those in the first 
No. and that this rule will be 
strictly observed hereafter. 








JUVENILE PERIODICALS. 
Since commencing our lit- 


tle work, we have become ac- 
quainted with two periodicals 
of a design very similar to 
our own. The first is a 
small monthly magazine, 
printed in New-York, and 
entitled The Youth’s Tem- 
perance Lecturer. The lead- 
ing object of the Editor seems 
to be, to fortify his readers 
against’ acquiring habits of 
intemperance. But his de- 


| sign embraces other kindred 
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objects, and presents a very 
pleasing Miscellany of origi- 
wal matter, and choice ex- 
tracts. The other work is 
entitled, The Juvenile Ram- 
bler, and is printed in Boston. 
We saw this paper for the 
first time last week, although 
it has reached the 37th 
number. It is remarkable 
that two persons entirely un- 
connected with each other 
should undertake plans so 
nearly alike, as the Ram- 
bler’s and our own. The 
Rambler, like the Rose Bud, 
is printed on a small quarto 
sheet, with three columns on 
a page, and is issued weekly. 
ts price is One Dollar per 
annum; that of the Lec- 
turer seventy five cents. 
Both were commenced du- 
ring the present season. Ac- 
knowledging these points of 
sympathy, and regarding 
the coincidences to which 
we have alluded as justify- 
ing our common objects, we 
tender tothe respective Edi- 
tors our sincere good will. 





FOREIGN. 


A skirmish took place at 
sea on the 10th August, be- 
tween two ships of Don Pe- 
dro’s squadron, the Rierba 
de Portugal, and the Dona 
Maria, Admiral Sartorius 
Commander, and Micuel’s 
fleet of seven sail. It com- 
menced after nine o’clock 








P. M, and the darkness 
obliged Admiral Sartorius to 
haul off at 45 minutes past 
ten, with the loss of two 
men killed and eight wound- 
ed. 

The next morning it was 
observed that the enemy’s fri- 
gate Don Joao, had lost her 
main topmast—number of 
killed or wounded not known. 

Don Miguel’s fleet on the 


18th had returned to the 


Tagus. All was quiet at 
Lisbon—no foreign vessels 
allowed to enter. 

Oporto is strongly fortified, 
and Don Pedoin high spirits. 
He has suffered for the want 
of provisions, &c. 





The littleletter under our poetical 
head was written cleven years since 
bya gentleman in Charleston. The 
French lines, which are subjoined 
to them, were recently composed 
by Victor Hugo, celebrated in mod- 
ern Parisian Literature. ‘The resem- 
blance in the theughts and general 
style of the two pieces, particularly 
from the 14th verse of the American 
poem is sufficiently great to excite in- 
terest; and our list of French Readers 
is quite large enough to authorise us to 
publish the whole of the other beauti- 
ful lines. We shall occasionally furnish 
a French extract as an exercise for 
young students in that language, 
and beg them to translate it to then 


friends. 











Mrs. Eprror.—You have invited 
the Subscribers to the Rose Bun, tc 
contribute to it and I have written a 
true story. P. S. 


Dear Aunt,x—The magic 
lantern you presented me on 
your arrival from the North, I 
took into the country, and it 
afforded us a great deal of a- 
imusement. You would 
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laugh to see the ludicrous 
gesiures, and hear the funny 
remarks, made by the ne- 
groes, 

When we are in the coun- 
try, my brothers and I make 
their time pass as pleasantly 
as we can, and our parents 
allow ustoconverse with them 
and make them presents. 
I love to see them happy, 
and for their amusement ex- 
hibited the pictures. 

Among the spectators was 
the Herdsman of the planta- 
tion, and as the glasses pas- 
sed on with the figures, he 
exclaimed, “ Oh massa! wat 
a clebber cow and caf! she 
walk same fashion like a 
Brindle.” He insisted on my 
making it pass and repass, 
that he might look at his 
own Brindle. 

Next came the picture of 
the old Dragon. “ Wudda 
dat— 1?” said one. Take 
care massa—he vil hut you,” 
Some hid their faces, some 
shouted with fear, while o- 
thers taking courage said, 
“Broder, we mus be good, or 
de old fellow will hab us. 
Do massa cut him down— 
he must no go in dis wold.” 

Yousee, dear Aunt, we en- 
joy our sports and pastimes, 
and feel indebted to you for a 
portion. 

Your nephew, 
Peter 5* * * * g; 


Convunprvo No. 3.-What 
did Dr. Spurzheim teach in 
his late Lecture, delivered 
gratis to the citizens of Bos- 
ton 1 : 

Answer. Free knowledge—- 
eh ? (Phrenology.) 
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LOB DMR XY. 
SS ee ee 
FROM THE JUVENILE MISCELLANY, 


LETTER 


From a babe in South Carolina, to her 
little cousin in Salem, Mass. 
1 2 
Cousin dear, Pray excuse 
W ould’stthouhear My young muse 
From me? This flight— 
I will write Three months old, 








With delight Is quite bold 
To thee, To write. 
3 4 


Tiny verse, Little hand 


Lrehearse,— Can’t command 
For now Long lines. 
Tiny thought Little pate 
Comes athwart Plans no great 
My brow. Designs, 
5 8 


I with this 


Yet my heart 
Send a kiss 


Can unpart 


Love free ; To John. 
And it burns Do, I pray, 
For returns Kindly lay 

From thee. it on. 

7 
en we meet, Thoushalt sing, 
hhow sweet —_I will spring— 

Our joy. And he 
Wellin play, Gay shall dance, 
Allthe day We will prance, 

Employ. All three. 

9 10 
Cradled deep Tn year, 
in my sleep, Cousin dear, 
I dream With thee, 


I shall walk, 


Of you two,— 
I shall talk, 


W hat you do, 


And seem. In glee. 
11 12 
Thou shalttell Or we’ll look 
Stories well,— O’era book, 
While I For hours. 
Sometimes Jaugh; Or we'll co, 
Sometimes eh g low, 
Shall cry. or flowers. 
13 14 
Andwhen night Infancy, 
Veilsthelight, I bless thee! 
Weill creep, Thow'rt given 
Afterprayers, —_Liife’s fine edge, 
All up stairs, Certain pledge 
‘Es sleep. Of Heav’n. 





15 16 
* Dutty,”* dear, Mem’ry’s pain, — 
Let as ne’er Follies vain,— 
Grow old, Guilt’s fangs, 


Ne’er molest 
Infant’s breast 


Have not we 
Pleasures free 


Untold ? With pangs. 
17 18 
Anxious hours, Wants but few, 


Thorns in flow’rs, Friends all true, 

Heart’s woe, No foes,— 
Sick’ning thought,Like a stream, 
Of these, nought Ora dream, 


We know. Life flows, 
19 20 
When I daze, In that sleep, 
In repose, Smilings creep, 
For hours ; And play 
Tam rapt, Over my lip,— 
Tam lap’t, Then they trip 
On flow’rs. Away. 
21 22 


When around 
Not a sound 
Nurse hears ; 
Music sweet 
Comes to greet 


When I wake, 
Pleasures take 
My sight; 
Ray and beam, 
Rainbows seem 


Of light. My ears. 

23 24 
When I stare While I lie, 
With an air Father's eve 

Of nought ; Steals near, 
You may trace, Drawsa smile, 
In my face, And the while, 

Young thought. A tear. 

25 
But when she, Fare thee well,— 
Who bore me, _I shall tell 

Looks down,— Much more, 
MethinksI feel When my feet 

as cherubs do, Joyful greet 
Who, glancing up, ‘Thy shore. 
suspended view 

Their crown, 

27 28 
Yet, oh think, Should I ne’er 
Life’s the brink See thee here, 
Of death! Sweet love, 


Each hour may We may grect, 
Snatch away be shall meet 
Our breath. bove. G. 


+ oe 
LINES, 
BY VICTOR HUGO. 


“ Dans l’alc6ve sombre, 
Prés d’un humble autel, 


*A babe’s manner of speaking 
Augusta, 











L’cnfant dort 4 l’ombre 
Du lit maternel. 

Tandis qu'il repose, 

Sa paupiére rose, 

Pour la terre close, 

S’ouvre pour le ciel. ! 








“Tl fait bien des réves. 
Il voit par momens 
Le sabledes gréves 
Plein des diamans, 
Des soleils de flammes, 
Et de belles dames, 
Qui portent des ames 
. Dans leurs bras charmans- 


** Songe qui l’enchante t 
Il voit des ruisseaux, 
Une voix qui chante 
Sort du fond des eaux. 
Ses scours sont plus belles. 
Son pére est pres d’elles 
Sa mere a des ailes 
Comme les oiseaux. 


“ Tl voit mille choses 
Plus belles encor ; 
Des lis et des roses 
Plein le corridor ; 
Des lacs de délice 
Ou le poisson glisse, 
Ou Ponde se plisse 
A des roseaux d’or. 


' “Enfant, réve encore! 


Dors, 6 mes amours ! 
Ta jeune ame ignore 
Ou s’en vont tes jours. 
Comme une algue morte 
Tu vas, que timporte ! 
Le courant temporte, 
Mais tu dors toujours ! 


“ Sans soin, sans étude, 
Tu dors en chemin ; 
Et l’inquietude 
A la froide main, 
De son ongle aride, 
Son ton front candide 
Qui n’a point de ride, 
N’ecrit pas: Demaih 
“Tl dort, innocence ! 
Les anges sereins 
Qui savent d’avance 
Le sort des humaing, 
Te voyant sans annes, 
Sans peur, sans alarmes, 
Baisent avec larmes 
Ses petites mains. 
* Leurs lévres effleurent 
Ses lévres de miel. 
L’enfant voit qu’ils pleurent, 
Et dit : Gabriel ! 
Mais l’ange Ie touche, 
Et bercant sa couche, 
Un doigt sur sa bouche 
Léve l’autre au ciel! 





